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TO HART 


The music of all that is joyous and free; 

The beauty of all that the eye cannot see; 

The dawn of deep wonder that love brings to be; 
The spirit of all that is dearest to me. 
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LEE 


As Arthur is to England, 

As Roland is to France, 

Beyond the range of time and change,— 
Immortal as Romance,— 

America, whose heritage 

Of heroes is your crown, 

Forever shall the fame of Lee 

Be one with your renown. 


O Land, his chivalry of heart 

In all your glory gleams; 

And from afar his spirit’s star 

Dawns through your noblest dreams; 
Who through eternal years shall mean, 
In your superb advance, 

What Arthur is to England, 


Re - What Roland is to France. 
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THE GREAT OF HEART 
To F. B. E. 


Give me the great of heart: the mighty winds 

That sway the pendent world; the hale glad 
sea; 

The wild moon homing for the haunting west 

O’er mountains in their freedom vast and 
old; 

The towering stars; the huge sequestered 
night; 

Ancestral ancient trees; skies, rivers, dawn, 

And glimmering Evening’s long-lashed mys- 
teries. 


My friends, though few, let them be great of 
heart ! 

Dauntless, yet near to laughter and to tears; 

Disdainful of all gain save comradeship,— 

As elemental as the candid plains, 

Or intimate deep forests; lovers true 

Who have the spirit’s fathomless far reach 

To the heart of God... O may such friends 
be mine! 
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ROSALIE 
She’s of the night, 
Of stars and silences, 
Ox fleeting lost delight; 
Of far forsaken lands; 
Of twilight and of tears; 
Of the Nirvana-years; 
Of vanished lips and hands; 
Of the long ago; 
Of perished joy and woe; 
Of fair forsaken seas; 
Of the Dark’s mysteries: 
But of my heart’s eternity 
Is she, 
My Rosalie. 


Forth from Life’s forest-gloom 

She palpitated like a faint perfume, 

Or a wild jasmine bloom. 

Her beauty in this world suggested doom. 

Sister of all that’s fairest and most frail, 

Spirit of all that’s frangible and pale, 

Sure in all strife to fail; 

So fragile was she and so fugitive, 

Merely in mellow sunshine could she live: 

Sweet as the troubled wonder of innocent 
love, 

Only to be alive she meekly strove. 

From heavy winds with passion dank, 
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Exhaling from exotic thickets lush, 

She shrank,— 

Timidly amorous 

For the puritan pine-scents and the shining 
hush 

Of dewhung blossom and bush,— 

Tranced isolation of the windless places, 

The leeward beaches and the summer sea, 

The illumined calm of happy quiet faces; 

And beauty’s joyous grave tranquillity. 


For her my heart was wary, 

Searching for sanctuary: 

To keep her from inexorable truth, 

From that most bitter ruth 

Of the world’s rape of beauty, strength, and 
youth.. 

How could I shield her, set her free 

From Time, love’s enemy? 

From Death, my rival dark and masterly? 

O was it just 

That beauty such as hers should be 

Addressed to dim explorings of the dust? 

All challenges to me, all grievings were 

That life beleaguered her. 


Tremendous piers I sank 
Windward; brave rank on shielding rank 
Ramparts arose 
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To give my love repose; 

Barriers with hasty hands fashioning fast, 

Grim bulwarks to the blast; 

Tall bastions bold, 

In ancient quietude of marble cold, 

Placid in solemn strength of stone, 

To meet the whirlwind’s stress 

With, blank and tacit courage of their own. 

Within, sweet winsome trees had made 

With the proud sun armistices of shade; 

High-walled the gardens were, coverted deep, 

Cloistering my love in radiant loneliness; 

There the whole world seemed roses, roses 

burning 

Beautiful white and red; 

Or this way, at her turning, 

Gleamed lilies, with star-lilies overhead. 

Here fragrances a poignant tryst would keep; 

She drank of quiet dreams; I sang her runes 
of sleep. 

The silent living sunlight’s long sweet kiss 

Was her extremest bliss; 

And, shyest soul-recesses to illume, 

She had the moonlight’s vast and solemn sil- 
ver bloom. 


Jewels she loved; and oft our fancy told 
Tales of the starry twilight years of old, 
Till Sappho from the sapphire’s shore would 
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yearn, 

Dark Cleopatra in the ruby burn; 

Lost purple tides of old in the amethyst run, 

With triremes plunging toward the setting 
sun; 

The sea-moon through the opal’s casement 
shed 

Showed Isoult holding valiant Tristram, 
dead: 

Through the glimmering Sherwood in the 
beryl! hung, 

Maid Marian went wandering fair and 
young... | 

But Rosalie, 

Turning from them to me, 

Eyes that behind my love saw not my fear, 

Believed that all was well when I was near.. 

And her deep trust’s delight 

Undid me quite. 


Beyond this halcyon pale, 

I used to see a peasant woman hale, 

Ruddy, and muscled like the knotty oak, 

A bearer of men-children. By the smoke 

Of flaring brush-piles I could see her stride, 
Powerful in her mighty body’s pride; 

By the red fireglow primeval shine.... 
Within warm walls a lily-love was mine. 
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Always my eager hands 

Strove to unloose all bands 

That bind the spirit up to pain and care; 

I bivouacked with dreads she might not 
share; 

Beyond the threshold slew grim enemies 

Obscurely ; bargained fast with Fate, 

Black challenger importunate! 

Crushing with fealty lone a fatal cry, 

I fought with beasts she never knew were 
nigh. 

My spirit oft 

Became a watcher of still treacherous doors, 

A listener for footfalls fell and soft, 

A warden on the tranquil perilous walls, 

A sentry with eyes sweeping the far moors, 

The guard of beauty in fair desolate halls; 

Fathoming the blue day, with danger 
bright,— 

Patrolling deep the phantom-haunted night. 


But God,— 

Discerning all my tottering castle fair, 

And impotent gardens rare; 

My mortal serving of immortal need, 

Took heed: 

With mercy swift, relentless, sweet, 
Almighty, meet, 

Terribly toward my jasmine blossom strode. 
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He could foresee the fall | 

Of ramparts ineffectual, 

And powerful vain piers; 

Aware 

Of all her care 

(Perhaps not less 

Of all my helplessness), 

He suddenly wrought 

What my imagination all the years 

Had never caught; 

An isolation vast and shining brought,— 

Peace,— 

Which was release 

From the inexorable chains I could not 
sever,— 

Making her free forever. 


God’s dark deliverer 

Has taken her; 

And on the shadowy tender vale 
Where beat her timid heart and frail 
Darkness is set, and rest.. 

God’s great sequesterer 

Has taken her. 

O it is best 

That she 

Should be 

A rose of the darkness no dreaming 
Dawn-wind shall shake; 
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A lily of slumber no streaming 
- Dawn-gleam awake. 


She’s of the night; 

Of the dark’s mysteries ; 
Of vanished delight ; 

Of twilight and of tears; 
Of the Nirvana-years; 
Of perished lips and hands; 
Of the long ago; 

Of buried bliss and woe; 
Of far forsaken lands; 
Of old forgotten seas; 
Of stars and silences: 
But bride of love to be 
In my heart’s eternity © 
Is she, 

My Rosalie. 
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THE GROUSE 


With him the woodlasd wonders come; 
Their beauties in his flight depart, 

Or like far music fading sweet 

They linger in the listening heart; 

For all that wanders and is wild, 

With faerie charms remote and dim, 
Luring like rich autumnal lights, 
Seems gathered to the soul of him. 


To the lost wood he brings a soul; 

A spirit to the glen he gives; 

The silent and forsaken hill 

To sudden rapture wakes and lives 

As off he speeds upon those wings 
That deftly thread the thicket’s way; 
Or does he merely cross the road? 
The day becomes a magic day! 


Of mountain-silence he’s the tone, 

The voice of hushed, seraphic places; 

The meaning of the loveliness 

That glimmers forth the forest-graces ; 
The haunting scenes of mountains grand, 
The radiant peace of wonder-woods, 

The mystery and marvel old 

Abiding in the solitudes. 
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The hill-crest pines have runes of sleep; 
The brawling brook has urgent speech; 
The ocean’s old unrest is loud 
In rolling anthems of the beach; 
But in this bird the wildwood sings 
The only lyric to impart 
A sense of all the silentness 
And music of sweet Nature’s heart. 


16 


SOUTH OF RICHMOND 
THE LAW 


It makes the mountains bide; 
Its rein is on the tide; 

And where the far worlds ride 
In vasty heaven,— 

To lone Arcturus bright, 

To Neptune in his might, 
Plunging through ancient Night, 
One law is given. 


Deftly its hand divine 
Lifted the towering pine, 
And taught the helpless vine 
Clambering grace; 

Seabeach, and dell’s repose, 
River and virgin rose, 

In order did dispose, 

Each in its place. 


Bournes of the sunset far 
Under the evening star,— 
Glens where the kalmia 
Blushes alone,— 

Rapt spirit-lands withdrawn, 
Deep sources of the dawn, 
Hills with mist-mantles on,— 
One Law have known. 
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To its almighty wand 
Wildflowers and worlds respond; 
And human hearts are bond 
Unto its might,— 

Whose purpose is to bless, 
Whose strength is gentleness, 
Whose hand is a caress, 

Whose word is light. 


Through it all Truth is taught; 

By it all joy is brought; 

All striving comes to naught 

With it at war; 

And it abides, although 

All else to dust shall go. 

- Be still, O Heart, and know 

Love is the Law. . 
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AUTUMN SONG 


O the horn, O the horn, 

O the hunter’s merry horn, 

That with music thrills the wildwood 
And that carries through the corn, 
Silvered, sere, and shivering brightly 
In the frosty autumn morn! 


O the hounds and the horn 

And the buck that breaks from cover! 
His flaunting tail is flashing high; 
His black nose is a-quiver ; 

They’ll be fleetest hounds that follow, 
For he’s running for the river! 


O the golden gleam and glance 

Of the sun on bronzing fell! 

O the dewy pinewood purple,— 

And the ferny fragrant dell,— 

O the young hound’s grieving tenor, 
And the old hound’s deep bass bell! 


O bright in flaming beauty 

Burn the berries in the bush! 

And the scarlet of the sumac 

Lures to feast the timid thrush; 
(He will hymn the holy evening 
When day’s strident clamors hush.) 
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- Othe horn in distance fainting, 
Othe hounds beyond the hills! 
O the strong stag o’er the river! i 
O rich music that fulfils | 4 
Autumn’s beauty! ’Tis the veery ia 
That like love the wildwood thrills. | ‘ ii 
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PEACE 


There is a peace of river and of lake, 

And mountain, silent in the afterglow; 

Yet transient is the quiet dream they know: 

Some tempest their serenity shall break. 

But there’s a peace of heart that shall not 
wake 

To fear or anger or to any woe; 

A joyous strength that through all griefs 
may go, 

And naught from storms except their valor 
take. 


There is a peace too deep and true. for 
change; 

When all the world is riot, it is rest,— 

Stilling the spirit with its beauty strange. 

When life is darkness, it is radiance blest; 

From every care sure refuge and release,— 

Eternal in the heart, Love’s lyric peace. 
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THE RUBY-THROAT 


Just a bubble of Joy, 

Just a hinting of Wit, 
Just a jot of Delight, 

And of Flirting a whit; 
Just an elf of a dream, 
And of Daring a dash; 
Of Fleeting a pause, 

And of Fancy a flash; 
The shimmer of brilliance 
When lightning delays; 
A glimpse of the fearie 
Far country of fays; 

The wildfiower’s beauty 
That dimples and glows; 
The sheen of the dewdrop 
That glints on the rose; 
The whisk of an arrow 


Barbed brighter than mirth; 


A tiny sweet song 

In the music of earth; 
The thin flame of Fire, 

Of Light the quick beam, 
Of Stars the shy sparkle, 
Of Rainbows the gleam; 
A lingering moment 

Of Flight’s thrilling pace, 
When sudden-caught color 
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Lends Beauty its grace; 
The glimmer of sunrays, 

Of moonbeams the glance, 
A smile on the face 

Of a child of Romance; 

Of Laughter a sprinkle, 

Of Speed a bright dart ;— 
Nature’s tremulous whim 
From her coquettish heart! 


SOUTH OF RICHMOND > 23 


DAWN 


On a dewy dawn-bough in her heart’s 
deepest woodland 

_A wild bird is warbling; a fragrant wind 
moves; 

A secret stream’s flowing past shy flowers 
es — blowing; 

- The daybreak is coming ... She is loved, 
and she loves. 
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THE ROSE 


Life is a garden; it is ours 

To toil in, rest in, and to roam; 
To be a place of peace and joy, 
Of love and home. 


Myriads of flowers are blooming here; 
Some glowing pale while others flame,— 
A thousand beautiful and bright, 

No two the same! 


The passion wild of poppies red, 
The hauteur cold of lilies tall; 
The timid hairbell hanging frail 
Beside the warbling waterfall .... 


And which of all this glorious throng 
Shall we two gather for our own? 

The tawny? flaunting? For our hearts 
There’s one alone: 


Dear Love, a single flower we take,— 
One flower for both our choice shall be: 
The Rose of Everlasting Love 

For you and me; 


Then, come what may, whatever else 
Our lives may lack, whate’er we lose, 
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Of place and power, we'll not regret 
If thus we choose; 


Ah, kiss it with me, let it be 

Our pledge, our troth; for year on year 
This Rose of Everlasting Love 

Our hearts shall wear. 
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THE VOICE AT EVENING 


Over the marshland now a curlew’s crying; 
Along the beach the dusky doves are flying; 
Seaward the ebbtide dredges with its foam; 
Evening is calling all her wanderers home. 


From the far sea the fishermen return; 

Gladly the laborer sees his home-light burn; 

From strident marts of trade, half-mad with 
might, 

Myriads escape before the fall of night. 


“Come home!” a Voice is calling to them all; 

A tender voice that thrills the evenfall... 

To many a lonely heart, where’er it roam, 

The Voice of Love is calling, “Home, come 
home!” 


© Life, what richer gift is in thy power 

Than wide to set home-doors at twilight’s 
hour? 

God pity them for whom no home-voice calls, 

Whose hearts are homeless as the evening 
falls. 


But if to Him they turn, His peace shall save; 

Calm shall they be, because of hearts made 
brave. 

They in His love eternal light shall see, 

Whose home the loving heart of God shall be. 
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THE MOTHER 
C. HI. 


Always the Calm for them who bear 
The swift and cruel stroke of fate; 
Companion of the desolate; 

Always the Hope of them who fear. 


Always the Strength—but not of earth—, 


The spirit-strength superb and free, 


Spent by the soul’s sincerity 


On deeds of humblest noble worth. 


Always the joyous Courage strong, 
Sustaining, cheering, guiding sure; 
The Sword and Shield that shall endure 
All sorrow, evil, strife, and wrong. 


A loving heart her life employs: 
Another’s needs are all her fears; 
Her griefs are for another’s tears ; 
Her gladness, for another’s joys. 


Always the Beauty to fulfil 
Our dreams of lovliness divine ; 


Always the Star of Life to shine 
-O’er shadowy vale and darksome hill. 
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Horizons vast of land and sea 

Must be the bounds of our domains: 
In regions where the Spirit reigns 
Hers is an ampler sovereignty. 


Always a Radiance she brings .... 

For she who friends through Trouble’s night 
The Lost, has learned the way to light 

That leads to far celestial things. 
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THE PINES 


They have hands to be laid 

On the wild and weary heart; 
Cool green hands for my head .. 
All I need, they impart. 

And, to still the pulses’ start, 
More divine than Music’s art, 
Silences like starlight shed. 


Faint recoverings I feel 

Of the hope I had resigned. 

Theirs is love whose touch can heal 
Mortal wounds of heart and mind. 
Have I lost? They can find.. 
Since my trouble they’ve divined, 
They can give me grace to kneel. 


They have voices to be heard 

By the heart whence music’s fled ; 
Mighty are the gifts conferred 

On the soul to rapture dead: 

Peace, toward which the feet are led; 
Calm, to which the spirit’s wed; 
Love, with resurrection word. 


Only Love thus fathomed me, 
Sweetly life’s grave truth to teach 
With a poignant sympathy: 
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In a language more than speech, 
On the sky’s eternal beach, 
“Grief is not beyond love’s reach,”’ 
Hymns the Pines’ melodious sea. 
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ALL IS WELL 


_ There is a lovely red Rose that I know 

~ Which blooms in darkness and in bitter cold; 
Against the dreary North will it unfold 

', Its beauty, blossoming amid the snow... 

_ There is a Music mastering every woe... 
here is a happy story to be told, 

 Dearer for every telling .. Every foe 

_ Of joy this champion can overthrow. 


It is the only Voice which sings when all 
The world beside with grief is striken still: 
It is the only Hand that can be laid 

Upon the pulse of grief. What e’er befall, 
Its magic power matches its sweet will: 
‘Love, Love it is .. O wherefore be afraid? 
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THE TRAIN 


The silent summer country woke 

To roarings soft. The glimmering rails 
Hummed, and afar a burst of smoke 
Blackened the gorge between the hills. 


The queenly train lay on her side 

And took the curve at cyclone speed. 

God, that a Hand that force should guide, 
And that Man’s mind conceived the deed! 


With hot tumultuous clangors wild 
The impetuous giant thunders past. 
Bright thoughtful human faces mild 
Fleet onward with the monster vast. 


A far thrill trembles on the cliffs; 
The silences resume their reign ; 
A distant smoke-tuft slowly drifts 
Beneath the evening star serene. 


O lyric Star! How tawdry seem 

The rocking engine, rushing cars, 
Children of Man’s frail frantic dream, 
When one considers God,—and stars. 


As on the heavens I meditate 
And sense their far majestic law, 
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Fades every deed that men call great, 
Sinks every feeling but my awe. 


~ Yet God is maker of all things: 
Though systems vast be in His plan, 
Flowers are His imaginings, 3 
And He has made the mind of Man. 


_ So when a splendid deed there be, 

- JT honor Man’s great mind the more; 
_ For I, when Man’s great mind I see, 
- More deeply can my God adore. 


34 SOUTH OF RICHMOND 


MEMORIES 


She wandered in the garden-close 

At dewy morning. Glowing there 

She found a red resplendent rose, 

And took the blossom for her hair. 

She wore it through a happy day,— 

’Twas when her heart was young and gay. 


She in the silent evening stood 
Entranced by a lustrous star 

That burned above the dark pinewood 
Effulgent in the dusk afar. 

She watched it kindle in the crest 

Of pines majestic in the west. 
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The rose in dust is blown afar; 

The pine-trees long ago were felled. 
She lives in distant lands; the star 

She sees no more that she beheld. 

But in her heart the home-stars glow, 
And there the sweet home-roses blow. 


For she has found that what the heart 
Accepts and loves, forevermore 
Remains in beauty. Years depart 

As waves retreating from the shore; 
But beautiful and bright still gleams 
The memory of olden dreams. 
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FLIGHT SONG 


O Sister, Sister, now the night is closing, 
And no stars shine; 

The pine-crests blue are misty in the rain... 
What light is on your face, or joy, or pain, 
Sweet Sister mine? 


O Sister, Sister, softly the night cometh, 
Deep and divine. ~ 

What is the mystic garment that you wear? 
And that—the strange white flower in your 
hair, 

Sweet Sister mine? 


No voice will answer and no hand touch mine 

Through all the lonely years; 

_ For, far across the dim and ancient night, 

_ A Spirit speeds with the celestial flight 
She had in other spheres. 
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THE MASTER’S PLEA 


I have no hands save your own hands 
To lift the burdens, loose the bands 
Of Pain; to bear My banner on... 
Only by you My work is done. 


I have no feet save your own feet 
To carry far My message sweet; 
If they should fail, to every coast 


My steps are halt, My way is lost. 


I have no voice save your own voice; 
Through it alone shall hearts rejoice 
To know My tidings. If your tongue 
Be silent, all My Truth’s unsung. 


I have no heart save your own heart 
To beat for Me; to act love’s part.. 
O Child, though I am throned above, 
I have no power save your love. 


Your feet alone My race can run; 

By your own hands My deeds are done. 
Your voice must speak, or Mine is still; 
My heart’s great task yours must fulfil. 
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EVERMORE 


Evermore let the heart-sing, 
“All my best gifts will I bring 
To Love, my master and king.” 


Always the heart must repeat, 
“Only with Love is life sweet ; 
Life without Love is defeat.” 


Whate’er you lose or resign, 
Turn not, O Heart, from one shrine: 
Naught else in life is divine. 


All else must fail and must fade; 
Back in the earth must be laid; 
But not of dust is Love made. 


Heart, O repeat the refrain, 
“Life without Love is in vain; 
Faithful to love I remain.” 


Heart, O remember and say, 
“Though life’s a fleeting frail day, 
Love is for ever and aye.” 
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A HEART OF HOPE 


Grim falls the night. The winds are black. 
The sky seems but a monstrous mask 

To veil stark Ruin’s coming wrack.... 

A heart of hope is all I ask. 


Though life’s proud throne and realm reel, 
And I am naked to the storm, 

This strength my sinking frame can steel, 
This power sustain my fainting form. 


For in the gale my courage sings; 
From every fear, hope sets me free: 
Deep in my heart a river springs 
Whose tides turn toward Eternity. 


Today, I’m shackled in the dust. 
But, O, Tomorrow sets me free: 
And from the chalice of my trust 
I pledge the day that is to be. 


SOUTH OF RICHMOND 39 


DUST 


Of dust our mighty world 

Was made by Thee, dear God; 
Yet out of dust arise 

Rose, lily, goldenrod. 


‘The massive mountain-pine, 
The wildflower by the ford,— 
These are of thee, O Dust,— 
But also of the Lord. 


And dust of dust are we, 

Dim motes; but in God’s beam 
Of love we'll turn to gold, 
And in His glory gleam. 


Nor shall we sleep in dust — 
Forever........ All we see 
Of beauty slept in dust 

Till wakened, Lord, by Thee. 


Therefore we will not fear: 
God drew us out of dust; 
This He can do again; 

As He loves, and we trust. 
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THE WILDFLOWER 


As, fringed with folds of fragile lace, 
You lift your exquisite pure face, 

Far Beauty’s presence I can trace 
Sad-gleaming shine; 

Frail haunting charm, pale magic grace, 
Spirit divine. 


If naught else in the world I saw 
To teach me love and sacred awe, 
Through you I understand the law 
That hearts obey: 

Your life and loveliness you draw 
From far away. 


To lift your virgin dewy eyes, 

Younger than Eve’s in sweet surprise, 
To make you look upon the skies 
Earth had no might; 

It took the sun to make you rise 

Into the light. | 


And never a heart but feels from far 

The Power that ranges, star to star, 

Whose gorgeous coming naught can bar: 

It finds its own, 

Mounting, where love’s high altars are, 
Its mystic throne. 
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THE HAUNTED HOUSE 


One after one I hear them softly closing, 

Inviolately, with the hush of doom, 

The doors behind me in the House of Life. 

And I shall never see those rooms again. 

There was the one of wildrose dreams of 
youth, 

Where love’s untroubled wonder made divine 

And mystic with new meaning all the word. 

Fair from its perfumed casement Beauty 
leaned, 

Summoning Strength to enter and be glad. 

Who enters finds that even lyric love 

May be to death addressed .. That door is 
closed. 

And in another room dwelt Pride of Fame, 

In haughtiness of vivid beauty burning,— 

A ruddier constellation than the rose. 

Her eyes were gorgeous ambushes of pain. 

And from her room a stairway seemed to lead 

Starward, even to the loftiest throne of 
thought ; 

And up and down went ministers of mind, 

Having the speed and language of the light. 

But soon I sehen the stairway’s sudden 
end,— 

Learning how swiftly earthly glory fades 

On the eternal threshold of the stars. 
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And many rooms there were, and many 
doors. 

All, all are closing with the dreadful might 

Of gentleness ... Hope’s door is open still, 

Shedding its wistful beam far in the dark, 

Now that the haunted house is solitary, 

Mantled in silence and in mist asleep. 

Hope’s door is last; and it need never close; 

For evermore to the heart Hope’s voice is 

saying: 

“Fear not; arrayed for change immortal, you 

Shall radiantly quest that luminous bourne 

Of all lost lyric love and every longing. 

It is not far; you shall not fail to find it,— 

That ancient and tremendous Portal fair, 

On Everlasting Beauty opening.” 


SOUTH OF RICHMOND 43 


THE BABY ASLEEP 
L. . R, 


A smile, faint, beautiful, and shy 
Upon his fairy features gleams; 
Of some bright star or butterfly 
Or flower he gently dreams. 


Perhaps an angel takes his hand,— 
An angel loving him as we,— 

To lead him through a shining land, 
Or by a singing sea. 


His tiny heart with quickening beat, 
In happy innocence beguiled, 

Is wandering far ’mid clover sweet, 
Or rambling roses wild. 


O stay not long in fields afar, 

Nor lose Love’s hand in sleep or night! 
When fades the lustrous morning star, 
Return to be our light! 
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EVELYN’S BIRTHDAY 


Here from the hill serene 

I gaze on the valley below; 
Sweet o’er the quiet scene 

The south winds come and go. 
Far in the valley there stands 

A tree clothed white as a bride, 
Tremulous in the spring lands, 
Spiritual, glorified. 


What is thy message to me, 
Beautiful child of the sun? 
Why should I look on thee, 
Seeing not one who is gone? 
Thy misty halo of bloom 
Seems a celestial light, 

A glory out of the tomb, 
A radiance out of the night. 


Thou art the answer I sought 

Over the land and the sea! 

Love, by thy beauty taught, 

Shall rise, a spirit like thee; 

Rise in the light of the faith, 

Ever in light to abide, 

Stronger than life and than death, 
Spiritual, glorified. 
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Aye, we will trust to the end, 
Praying for patience and grace. 
Father, Savioir, and Friend, 
Thou wilt show us her face. 
Though all about us we hear 
Voices ceasing to sing, 

Accents fainting in air, 
Perishing, perishing ; 

Yet will we trust Thee, for Thou 
Hast never forsaken Thine own, 
Wilt not forsake us now. 


This is the day of her birth— 

(Lord how Thy years go by 

With sorrow and change on the earth!) 
Let faith not fail and die. 

Master, teach us to bear 

Parting this little while, 

Parting of hands; 

Not of light or of love, 

Only of seas and of lands; 

Only earth’s flowers and foam, 

Not of heart and of home! 

And her beauty seems ever the same: 
Faith has visioned her grace, 

Hope has called her by name, 

Love has remembered her face. 
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PLANTATION CHRISTMAS NIGHT 


The sun his race superb has almost run, 

And now is sinking into tall pine-crests ; 

Light’s glorious service to the world is done, 

And on the landscape calm in farewell rests; 

Afar on happy fields fall his bequests. 

Soft breathes the earth in quiet confidence. 

The birds are swaying in their gray moss 
nests. 

Gently the dusk unfolds her misty tents 

Against the west remote in red magnificence. 


Star-spangled Twilight, diademed and dim, 

Hallows the world with her resplendent reign. 

The lyric heavens are a noble hymn 

To the Creator in His mighty fane,— 

Unutterable song and glad refrain 

In which all hearts must join in pure delight 

Of listening love and hope. Now shine 
serene, 

Arriving silently with faces bright, 

The wise, companionable stars. And it is 
night. 


A mist had veiled the eastern river-fens, 

But beauteously the Christmas moon breaks 
through; 

Hale fragrances are breathed from pinewood 
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glens; 
The live-oaks old glimmer in silvering dew, 
Shivering sweet ’neath the high tent of blue. 
Pale pendulous mosses wave. The dusk-owls 
sigh 
On muffled wings as they their prey pursue. 
In marshy ricefields feeding wild-ducks cry 
In happy concourse ’neath the wide and 
moonlit sky. 


The great white house is dreaming in its 
grove 

Of laurels and of live-oaks. Overhead, 

The Christmas stars in stately marching 
move, 

And on the earth their benediction shed. 

For Love is born, and ancient Fear is fied. 

Far-off, clear strains of mystic music swell 

From negro hearts whom love has comforted. 

Their common faith they sweetly, humbly 
tell... 

It is God’s Holy Night, and all the earth is 
well. 


Ah, all is well! although a thousand years 
Roll into shadow, into dust may roll. 
Humanity with all its faith and fears 

Is led by one imperishable soul,— 

The Master. Hecan make the broken whole, 
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Heal the sick mind, the wandered steps can 
lead, 

Gladden the heart by making clean the scroll 

Written against it. He is love indeed, 

The only power of which life stands in 
constant need. © 


For love and for her Lord of Light arrayed, 

From mist emerges fair the roseate earth; 

Night’s glories deepen as they nobly fade 

In grave obeisance to the Master’s birth .. 

Until His Day, all days were little worth. 

But by God’s gift, each day love’s gift can 
bring. 

Let every heart proclaim its Christmas 
mirth! 

Love, love alone is conqueror and king; 

And mortal hearts at peace their Christmas 
songs may sing. 
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TO NATURE 


Dear Mother, take your daughter home; 
Your wandering child no more shall roam. 
On your broad bosom sweet she lies 

With quiet hands and tranced eyes; 

And as she slumbers on your breast, 

You’ll sing to her the songs of Rest. 


A little while the west shall glow, 

A little while the dust-winds blow; 

Then stars and silence, and your arms 

To shelter from the dark’s alarms.. 
Through this long Night her peace shall be 
Her share in your serenity. 


Dear Mother, she returns to you, 

Child of your blossoms, dust, and dew; 
The flowers she gathered in fields afar 
Of Youth and Spring unfaded are. 
Sweet Mother, take your daughter home, 
Your wandered child, no more to roam. 


All, all, like her to rest shall come 

On the old Heart, in the old Home,— 

Two mighty covenants to keep: 

The body’s—that’s of dust and sleep .... 
The heart’s this loftier faith shall prove: 
We cannot lose the ones we love. 
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SONG OF THE QUEST 


From mighty minds, in volumes old, 
Who, though departed, ne’er depart— 
The truth I sought,—from Nature, Art; 
But more of Truth in you is told 

Who is its beating heart. 


On oceans far I held the helm, 

Through wondrous seas the course I laid; 
Through fairest lands my quest I made; 

But nought I found in Beauty’s so 

To make your beauty fade. 
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RADIO 


O not a word and not a thought 

In the wide world shall come to naught; 
No little love with sails of white 

Shall vanish homeless in the night. 


This wind that moves with fluting song 
My plumed and purple pines among, 

Shall wave dim palms in tropic nights, 
Shall storm the white Himalayas’ heights. 


And every dream I mourn as dead 

Or lost, is lyrically fled 

Out of my heart into another’s,— 

While I have taken home my brother’s. 


At length shall break on Hatteras 
The wave that Breton sailors pass 
Blue-rolling westward, or shall run 
To thunder on the dreadful Horn. 


The tingling air is thrilled with spirit; 
The universe I can inherit; _ 
Mysteriously great and near, 
Creation’s throbbing heart I hear. 


Of those elusions, farewells, flights, 
That dim my days and haunt my nights,— 
In all the lonely strength of wings, 
Some heart shall make recoverings. 
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MT. PISGAH 
(North Carolina) 


One hero-wave of flaming heliotrope 

Among the mountain-breakers rushes high, 

Its thrilling crest a challenge to the sky, | 

And to my heart! No more I bleakly grope 

In sombre valleys. Clad in gorgeous hope, 

My spirit rises, and my doubtings die. 

Ready I seem for glad eternity, 

Dawning tremendous o’er this mountain- 
slope. 


Beyond the silver of the Swannanoa, 

In a maned sea of mountains, rolling blue 
Into the haunting west, one peak I view, 

A tidal wave portentous. And the shore 

_ On which it breaks in Beauty’s magic dreams 
Like to God’s Land Eternal to me seems. 
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THE GRAY HERALDS 


Though the hillsides harbor snows, 
Every heart wild gladness knows, 
For northward through the misty night 
A clanging chorus goes; 

Ranging through the vaulted deep, 
Gray battalions grandly sweep 
Through the fields of stars and azure, 
Up the glimmering stairs of sleep. 


Fog-mysterious village lights 

Turn them from their tingling heights, 
And over house and garden pass 

The dark bewildered flights,— 

Bringing news of bursting vines, 

Roses, myrtles, jessamines, 

Southshore springtime, far green glimpses 
Of bright bayoux fringed with- pines. 


Valiantly the streaming wedges 
Graze the wild moon’s icy edges; 
By tomorrow they’ll be sporting 

In the Athabascan sedges! 

Daring trumpeters who bring 
Summons to the heart to sing, 

For they van the march triumphant 
Of the legions of the Spring. 
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BRIDE OF THE NIGHT 


In a glimmering harbor 
Anchored she lies: 
Under her, deep waters; 
Gver her, deep skies. 


Mirrored and mystical, 
Snowy sails furled,— 
Happy, quiescent, tall,— 
Not of this world. 


Now beyond time and tide, 
Cceans and bars, 

She’s of eternity, 
Twilight, and stars. 


Sister of silences, 
Sweetheart of light, 
Beautiful Spirit, 
Bride of the Night. 
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WHAT THOUGH WE FAIN 
WOULD LINGER 


What tho’ we fain would linger for awhile 
With the loved visions, Youth and Memory, 
Yet with the world of toil such cannot be. 
Each hath his journey of a mortal mile 
Thro’ woods and fields and many a dark defile 
With now and then a sight of open sea, 
Blue-rolling in the distance beauteously, 
And edged by dewy forelands that beguile. 


Oh, that we aye might linger, thou and I, 

In this dear valley with the scented wind 
Sweet from the Southern roses that unbind 
Their fragrant tresses, or, Ch, fair and free, 
The mountain laurel in the glens enshrined 
Breathes beauty that is immortality. 
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AT WOODVILLE 


At Woodville, at Woodville, 

The whippoorwill is calling; 

The stars are out among the pines, 
The fragrant dews are falling: 

And heaven’s going to have the moon 
Upon its bosom soon. 


At Woodville, at Woodville, 

The moon to set is sailing; 

The world is sweet as Eden, now 
The summer night is failing; 

My love has been the moon, and I 
The bridegroom sky. 


SOUTH OF RICHMOND 57 


THE REFUGE 


There is an end of all things: Beauty dies, 
Beauty of earth we see not any more. 

The sea upon the happy summer shore 

Holds the deep voice of death and sacrifice. 
Beneath the flowers, how many a fair face 

lies ;— 

- The roses white and red the garden bore 
Pass, as their lovely sisters passed before, 
Yet still we pray, and still we lift our eyes. 


There is an end of all beneath the ground, 

And death were King of Kings had not God 
sent 

One refuge ;—for in the dark world I found 

A beautiful light like Faith in this, in this, 

A woman’s lips pure from her mother’s kiss, 

A woman’s heart thro’ wisdom innocent. 
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RECOVERY 


For beauty lost and loved my spirit grieved, 

For music muted, for romance long sped; 

For lone Isoult, and for Cordelia dead 

In her sweet bloom; for all whose hearts be- 
lieved 

In lyric love, yet early were received 

Into death’s hushed and holy halls of dread ... 

Over my youth was Farewell’s glamour 
shed.... 

Yet suddenly all losses seem retrieved; 


For you are come; and by your coming 
brought 

Streaming wild starlights of the long ago, 

More magic than Mage Merlin ever taught, 

Leading to all I love and long to know,— 

Bringing me home, and bringing home to me 

Of all things fair and lost, recovery. 
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BIRTHDAY PIECE 


Our love was ever of the skies ; 

It came to us with mystic flight; 
It came to us with starry eyes, 

On wings of light. 


Its hand of hope, toward every dream 
Of Beauty leads us without fear ; 

Its presence is our hearts’ supreme 
Great answered prayer. 


All things of earth to dust depart, 
Descending to forgotten urns; 

But nothing of such love, Sweetheart, 
To earth returns. 
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THE CAVALIER 


Before you, sounded trumpet-tones, 

And sunward thronged bright sabres bare: 
Behind, were ruinous landscapes fair, 

Mirth, tears, and dust of falling thrones. 


O noble Soul, a purpose stern 

Was alien to your gallant life; 

He only conquers in the strife 
Who to the God of: Truth can turn; 


Can kneel to pray on bloody sod, 

Then face the foe with fearful zeal, 

And in the fevered battle feel 

The calm of him who works with God. 


The noon-clear principles of Right 
We from the Puritan demand; 

From you, like evening o’er the land, 
Are gifts more beautiful and bright: 


Glamours that haunt the summer air 
With dreams of early love, with hopes 
Faded on far-off morning slopes, 

That make the Past beloved and fair. 
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RAIN ON THE MARSH 


Rain on the Romain Marsh, 

And the sullen tide is low; 

The barren flats are chill and bare; 

The fitful rain-winds blow. 

The tall blades of the marsh 

Tremble and bend and sigh; 

The weary fishing-boats come in . 
Under the weary sky. 


Silence and rain and mist 

From the lone sea-marsh’s rim 

To the dripping plumes of the mournful pines 
That fringe the forest dim. 

My heart seems shut and still; 

But my eyes with fear are free, 

Peering across the reaches blind 

That stretch forth to the sea. 


The rain is over! A wind 

Sweet from the pineland blows. 

The sun has set, and the far deep west 
Blooms like a gradual rose. 

The mists from the marshes rise; 
The marsh-blades lift and stir; 

The floodtide sets in from the sea; 
The west grows lovelier. 
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O ever and ever the light 

After the mist and the rain! 

And beauty and joy and hope once more 
After the fear and the pain! 

Always a mightier Mind 

Under great Nature’s veil; 

Always a Heart to love my heart,— 

A Mercy that shall not fail. 
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THE EXCHANGE 


Tis well to roam on rivers bright, 
By winsome shores to stray ; 

In happy fields to find detight, 

To walk the woodland way ; 

And when is felt the needed rest, 
To sleep upon earth’s breast. 


Tis well; for in that other home | 
Of night and loneliness 

Blithe rivers over us shall roam, 

Fair shores our hearts shall press; 
Forests and fields from us shall gleam, 
Earth on our bosoms dream. 
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THE KEEPER OF THE QUIET HEART 


I listened how the wintry wind 

Raved through the bare trees’ barren 
boughs; 

Wildly he stormed about the house,— 

Tempestuous, fruitless, cold, unkind. 


With blustering fury hurrying hence 
The bitter blast went shouting by; 
Silence alone wag earth’s reply 

To all his savage violence. 


But came a night of peaceful rain, 
Of gentle southwind warm and sweet: 
It soothed the chill and patient wheat; 
It waked the world to life again; 


To life and song and leafy limb, 

To beauty and to old delight: 

The wrathful wind raved in his might, 
But love made no response to him. 


For not the storm upon the wold, 
With brutal wind and whirling snow, 
Can bring one little flower to blow, 
Can make one tiny bud unfold. 
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When in thy soul the storm would lower, 
Remember spring’s persuasive rain: 
The way of violence is vain; 

The way of gentleness is power: 


The way of gentleness! The part 
Of sunny mind, of voice serene, — 

Of silent strength that aye has been 
The keeper of the quiet heart. 
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SOUTH OF RICHMOND 


South of Richmond roars the train: 
Subtly o’er my weary brain 

Dread delicious languor steals; 
Peace my tired spirit heals. 

From the struggle of the mart 
Hurrying to the homeland’s heart, 
Through the deepening night I glide 
Into dreamlands sweet and wide. 


South of Richmond, fields of sedge 
Brimming to a pinewood’s edge; 
Tides of cotton rolling foam 
Toward the planter’s lonely home; 
Clash and clangor fading, ceasing,— 
Joyous depths of calm increasing; 


Dreaming streams and drowsy shores,— 


All life resting on its oars. 


South of Richmond! Ah, it seems 
Hearts have kept the olden dreams 
South of Richmond: here life means 
More than time to work machines; 
For by gentle quiet ways, 

By unthrifty sweet delays, 

Life has time her feast to spread; 
Love has grace her light to shed. 
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South of Richmond, and I come 

To the country I call home; 

To the glamour and the gloom 

Of the swamps in glimmering bloom; 
Jasmine bowers, sweet-bay brakes 
Where a silver bay-leaf shakes, 
Telling of a buck that listens 

Where the dewy bay-branch glistens. 


South of Richmond there’s a warm 
Shelter from life’s bullying storm ; 
Winsome welcome in the staying 

Of all hastings,—in the straying 
Into shrines where still the sense 
Of an antique reverence 

For the soul’s slow nurturing proves 
Here the way of life is love’s. 


South of Richmond! Down we thunder 
Through the land of dreams and wonder; 
Where the warmer hearts are willing 
Laughing hours to be spilling; 

Where, though little gold is hoarded, 

Time to live can be afforded: 

Of life’s weary lane the turning, 

Homeland, homeland of my yearning! 
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—————————— 


PEACHTREE 


I want to go to Peachtree; 

The river there is wide; 

The moon, unmoored from Fanny Meade, 
Comes sailing up the tide. 


The quiet beach, windbroken 
By deer-deep shrubberies 
Looks to a far shore sentinelled 
By brave old cypress trees. 


I want to go to Peachtree 
To see the Peachtree Oak, 
To hear black Gabriel’s hunter-talk 
About the woodland folk; 


Of otter in the old canal 

On Navarino wild, 

Of bucks he watched by broad moonlight, 
Of foxes he beguiled. 


I want to go to Peachtree 

To mark the sea-tides come 

In wonder to dim forest-shrines 
Far from their tawny home; 


River and wood shall friend me, 
And over me the skies’ 


SOUTH OF RICHMOND 69 


Bright wilderness of loveliness 
Whose beauty never dies. 


I want to go to Peachtree 

To feel upon my face 

Wet delta marsh-winds blowing; 
To marvel with what grace, 


Beyond the lonely pinelands, 
Austere, remote, sublime,— 
Up evening’s oriel windows tall 
The sunset roses climb. 


I want to go to Peachtree 

To see the ducks deploy 

Above the yellowing riceflelds old 
As when I was a boy: 


There as a boy I hunted,— 

Dreaming by shore and bay 

Dreams that the mighty river caught. 
And carried far away. 


Oh, I must go to Peachtree 

(Ah, sweet wild questing vain!) 
Upon the mightiest hunt of all: 
I want my heart again. 
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SUNDOWN 


For feet, a hill that’s steepening; 
For eyes, a dusk that’s deepening; 
For hands, a toil that’s ending; 
For strength, a sleep for mending; 
For fear, a quiet stilling; 

For faith, a deep fulfilling; 

For ears, a music failing; 

For pain, a peace prevailing: 

For hearts, a joyous homing; 

For love, a glory coming. 
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PRELUDE 


I will sing of the sun, and of all that ex- 
presses his power divine; 

Of all lights of the world; of the love that 
has power in darkness to shine; 

Of the soul within light, that, penetrant, 
silent and pure, 

Awakes in the seed the new life, and to glory 
that life can allure. 

I will sing of the changes of light; of the red 
dawn resplendent and bold, 

Of its ardency splendid of youth, its fulfil- 
ment at noon, and the rest 

Of the falling hours of day, when the light is 
all in the west... 

I will sing of the sun; for ever in awe my 
heart has believed | 

That from One greater than he, the sun has 

his glory received. 


Of life I will sing, and of death; of the pur- 
poseful stately transition, 

Of the summoning forth of the soul on a far 
and celestial mission ; 

Of the lyrical silences after, thrilled with 
God’s design in the change, 

With mighty survivals made grand, and with 
mystery shrouded and strange. 
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I will sing of the greatness of life; of the 
power and glory thereof; 

Of the lordly high stayings of Law, and the 
beautiful leadings of Love; 

Though life’s pathway be fearful with pit- 
falls, with ambushes deep as the grave, 
Then more is the need that we face them 
with hearts that are steadfast and brave. 

I will sing of this valor of spirit; that 

listeners, hearing my voice, 
Shall look upward, see stars and sun; re- 
member love, and aan 
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THE KING’S SON 


Scene: Twilight in the King’s gardens at Jeru- 
salem, 


Time: Shortly after the death of the son of David 
and Bathsheba. 


(A murmer of conversation approaches, and David 
and Bathsheba enter, conversing in subdued tones; 
they walk slowly up and down, pausing as their 
speech demands.) 


David. 
Now am I coming home from lands 
remote, 
From a lost battle like a vanquished 
king, 
And from the bourne of sorrowful high 
thoughts. 
Bathsheba. 


And I from Beauty’s promise unfulfilled, 
From dreams faded and flowers fallen 


asleep, | 
And from a light that was exceedingly 
sweet. 
David. 
As a lone ship returning through the 
mist, 


After its sleepless plunging on the deep, 

Through days and nights, in far-away 
strange seas, 

I come to life again. 
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Bathsheba. 
One comes not home! 
The springtime cannot bring me back 
my blossom, 
Nor any night my lost and shining star, 
Nor all the winds my snowy little sail! 


David. 

O I behold in this the western way: 

Glory descends and into darkness goes 

With fellowship of withered dreams and 
thoughts, 

With autumn and with sunset. From 
this hour 

I am a lonely river of the night, 

Upon my bosom starlike memories, 

But borne through darkness to the dark 
away. 


Bathsheba. 
Think you the hills were conscious of a 
flight 
Passing above them through the shad- 
Owy air? 
A touch of spirit wings beneath the 
stars? 
Last night I saw the cold pure lilies 
wave 
In the rapt peace of moonlight. 
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David. 
| And I marked 
Visions of distant battles calling me. 


_ Bathsheba. 

Bee The garden-trees were trembling, and 
sighed 

Like weary watchers. 


a ‘David. 
Tumults did I hear, 
And shouts of warriors that did summon 
me 
To the flerce front and bade me swiftly 
come. 


_ Bathsheba. 3 

Bh O David, leave me not! War yields no 
love, 

Whose power only can sustain me now. 

The sorrowing have comfort, or they die. 

Such loneliness is death, when Death has 
borne, 

Like a strange beauteous ship, a loved 
one far 

Beyond the skyline and the bounds of 

eS sight. | 

David. 

x If I remain, shall we not speak of him? 

What will avail save sunset, when we 
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go? 

No morning light for him shall dawn; 
no noon 

Shall steep the broad fair world in happy 
light ; 

No evening lift her tremulous tapers 
tall; 

No gathering stars for him shall make 
the night 

A glimmering camp of God where 
bivouac 

A host with silver spears and gleaming 
shields. 

Darkness and silence have laid hold on 
him, 

And even love must grope to find her 
way. 

Yet for thy sake will I a little while 

Tarry with thee and pain. 


Bathsheka. 


David, my King! 
Was ever one so loved as he was loved, 
And could not live? What had he done, 
to die? 
Why should this Terror ambush our 
little child? 
Through him he smote at us. Death’s 
sword surprised us. 
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Our hearts had been at revelry ; we were 
dancing 

And singing riotously when we came 

Suddenly on life’s end ’mid flowers of 


‘a May. 
_ David. | 
~~ ~Ag soldiers seeking for a comrade 
strayed, 


After a vague night of carousing wild, 

And unaware of death’s swift passing, 
come 

Suddenly on their friend in a gay wood, 

Cold as the drenching dews,—so did we 
chance 

On death’s fell work, that undoes all we 

do. 

_ _Bathsheba. 

Bhi (A sound of music is heard) 

Hark to the music of the minstrels’ 
harps 

Melodiously wailing through the halls 

Like sea-wind or a song of long ago, 

Or breezes through the cedar-scented 
heights 

Of lofty Lebanon ... Think you he 

“ae hears? 

David. 

es Not even kings can tell, such lands may 
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lie 
Twixt us and him. 


Bathsheba. 


But love forgets not love. 
Perchance he knows us speaking of him 
still, 
Or the far voice of evening waters here, 
Or liquid language of the twilight wind, 
Calls unto him with music through the 
sky. 
O should there come a crying in the 
night, 
How can we rest, knowing our little one 
Went out alone into that very dark? 


David. 

I cannot know this depth of mother-love; 

Yet strong men keep the faith beyond 
the years. 

My love for him shall wait through all 
my days 

Unchanged, save by its sorrow nobler 
grown. 

This sinless love of children is a gift 

Left by some wandering messenger of 
light. 

Some angel, dallying by the heavenly 
gate, 

Let fall this dewy rose to dusty earth. 
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Bathsheba. 

It is God’s love ... David, I had a love, 

But lost through thee and sinfully for- 
got... 

How dearly has Uriah been avenged! 

O but for blinding passion, we had seen 

There is a deeper love than love’s pos- 
sessing, 

A path to glory that no victor knows: 

And it is found in love’s renouncement 
high. 

_ [ama woman, and I see it now; 

Soul-cleansing death my vision has re- 
stored. 

My child is dead, but I am made alive 

And pure through sorrow to remember 
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¥ him. 
{oe David. 

Be Remembering, what have we at last to 
{e hold? 

BS Mists that the morning whirls in scorn 

a away, 


Leaves that can never hide the bloom’s 
sharp thorn, 

Thoughts vain as tears o’er vanished 
loveliness. 

I care not for the past. The child is 
dead. 


~ 
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Bathsheba. 
Yet is that past the solace for my grief, 
Since then he lived. Let us forget the 
end, 
Recalling but our love’s delight in him. 


David. 

Rather would I foresee the evening hour, 

The setting sun, the shadows and the 
silence, 

When I shall go to him. To me he shall 

Never return. But unto him I go. 

We are forbidden access to him; yet 

There comes an hour when barriers shall 
fall, 

And we shall be as in a world of light. 


Bathsheba. 

O mystic meeting! David, shall we find 

Him wandering in those lilied fields of 
light, 

Or playing with the children of the sky, 

Or sleeping beautiful beside a stream, 

Like some fair blossom flowering on its 
banks? 

If this we knew! Then our last sun’s 
going down 

Would bring us joy, if unto him we went 

Through the deep final darkness un- 
afraid. 
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God, God forgive us! Scarlet is my sin; 

Wash me, and cleanse my heart that I 
may meet 

This child, this love, this starry sentinel 

On the waste untimate shores of 
bleakest death; 

When all things mortal fail, perhaps 
he’ll be 

A light, a hand, a voice, and love’s own 
strength. 


- Bathsheba. 
I know he lives—and somewhere we 
shall meet. 


| (They pass slowly through the darkened garden, 
and their voices die away as they enter the palace.) 
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IN A NEW DAY 


Behind us is a noise importunate, 

A gathering mighty, whose oncoming proud 

And stormful high advancing, sunrise- 
browed, 

Is the Future bold, with wilful youth elate. 

Another generation cannot wait. 

This tide tremendous thunders on our bowed 

And humble heads. The right of way’s al- 
lowed. 

If we are far from home now, we are late. 


What then remains for us? Merely to stand 

Aside, to watch with kindly eyes the throng 

And listen to new laughters through the land, 

Nor mourn our triumphs o’er, our faded 
flowers; 

For if the strife and crown to them belong, 


The finished race, the promised rest are ours. | 


HER EYES 


Brimmed and beautiful her eyes, 
Brimmed with joy are they; 

And their trembling laughter-light | 
Spills like wine away. 


Brimmed and beautiful her eyes, 
Brimmed with grief are they; 
Glory deepens with the tears 
That they shed or stay. 


Brimmed and beautiful her eyes, 
Brimmed with love. Shall they 
Be the shrines of joy or grief? 
Lover, you shall say. 
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BEAUTY IN STORM 


One night I dared the storm, and with the 
dark 

Kept awful pace, not caring where we went. 

Black-browed above me was the monster 
bent, 

And sword-sharp flashes showed the wildly 
stark 

White trees where thunder once had burst.. 
No barque, 

Takes the high seas in splendid banishment, 

More dauntlessly, where death is imminent, 

Than I drove bleakly toward some fatal mark. 


Ah, brave I thought myself, and proud until 

In the black pall enshrouding earth and sky, 

A rift was rent, through which there shone 
all still 

A star immaculate.. O then did I, 

With Beauty breaking my rebellious will, 

Struggle against the storm, and dread to die. 
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THE MASTER OF HAMPTON 


He, beneath the strewn leaves lying, 
Heeds no more the season’s call; 

Sees no more the green leaf growing, 
Or the red leaf fall. 


Hears no more the valiant Morning 
Challenge him to conflict brave; 

Is content with some immortal 
Gift that Evening gave. 


Looks no more to stream and blossom, 
Hears the mockingbird no more; 
Now, beyond the rose and river, 

And earth’s farthest shore. 


And so calmly he is sleeping 
Under leaf-strewn quiet loam 
That I know his heart is dreaming 
Of its Hampton home. 


And of him his home seems dreaming; 
Yet its beauty cannot be 

As it was before he left it 

Whose brave heart was home to me. 
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DISTILLATION 


All the far thrill in the capture 
Of a song’s remotest rapture; 


All the beauty and the wonder 
Of the beaching billow’s thunder; 


All the mystical divining 
Of the hill-stars in their shining; 


All the glamour and regretting 
Of the sea-moon in her setting; 


All the dewiness adorning 
Roses in the bridal morning; 


These are from thy spirit thronging, 
Beauteous bourne of all my longing. 
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SUNRISE SONG 


From the harbor in the sunrise, 

O’er the misty horizon, 

Sail the ships beyond the ocean, 

Blue beneath the marching sun; 

And hear the sea-wind’s ancient song, 
Sail on, brave hearts, and be strong. 


From the mountains to the ocean 
Flow the restless, longing streams; 

So we pass into the future, 

Veiled through vistas of our dreams. 
Beautiful days of youth and song, 
Send us your light and make us strong. 


O’er the violet valleys blowing 
Comes a wind from summer lands, 
Breathes about us, whispers to us, 
As we clasp the farewell hands,— 
Go forth and conquer and be strong, 
‘For the friends who loved you long. 3 
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PARTING 


Over the hills where night her vesture 
weaves 
A dust-wind grieves; 


Now in the violet valley lying still, 
A whippoorwill; 


Then the weird dark so strangely rushing on 
After the sun. 


Tears come resurgent, filling faithful eyes 
With voiceless cries; 


The quivering lip, yet the brave clasp of 
hands 
God understands. 


For we must part. There was so much to tell 
Ere this farewell. 


But now let silence all our trouble keep 
Lest words should weep. 


The daylight disappears in crimson fire; 
Thus dies desire; 


Starlike there dawns what has been and shall 
be: 
My love for thee. 
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THE GARDEN 


Radiant and winsome she gleams, bright, 
friendly, yet calmly sequestered; 

Reticent, virginal, wise; reflective, most 
patient through power; 

Having nothing to do with vanities, prides, 
and vexations, 

Having nothing to say to the foolish, the 
flippant, the forward; 

Having nothing to think of the trivial, tran- 
sient, ignoble; 

Having no slightest concern with the hoof- 
hearted hurry of Progress. 

Always and only engaged with the major 
issues majestic, 

Pensive, dispassionate, grave, communing 
with measures almighty ; 

With things eternal concerned; with blossom 
and pregnance and fruitage; 

Steadfast, demure, subdued with the deep- 
hearted joy of creating; 

Thoughtful of life and of love, and resigned 
to death’s mystical meaning. 

Tolerant, constant, detached, at toil through 
the daytime she’s singing; 

Exquisite, magic, serene in the glamour of 

pendulous moonlight, 
Laying sweet hands of hope on the sure, the 
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immortal, the lovely. 

Holding patents and deeds and parchments 
and grants and freewarren 

Out of the ancient years, from the Lord and 
the Maker of all things; 

Aware of all hopes of the world, by the great 
Creator commissioned, 

Charged with tremendous tasks, and ad- 
dressed to miracles chastely ;— 

To her compassionate care is entrusted the 
timidest flower, 

Yet is her ministry felt by the oak and the 
pine monumental. 

Through the still portals of dawn and the 
glimmering casements of evening 

Hears she the Message from Far; accepting, 
approving, fulfilling,— 

Calm with the surety of one who works with 
God as his helper. 

In the cool of the old sweet soil with His 
regnant spirit conferring ; 

Tremulous ever is she with the wonder of 
Beauty’s arriving; 

Tender with knowledge profound, and gentle 
with infinite wisdom... 

A child of the Flesh and its frailness, into 
my garden I wander, 

Seeking the pathway to peace,—awearied, 
discouraged, forsaken ; 


‘ Out of my garden I come, my heart like a 
Sieg spirit immortal 
Singing that all is well; for God did I meet in 


: my garden; 
_ Knowing that all is well; for God is with us 


and for us. 


a ae ee 


92 


viesauectpesaneseseamaaanantnre eee eae eae Oe NER AOS RA ee OR NE ON 


SOUTH OF RICHMOND 


THE PLEDGE 


The eyes, when faithful lovers part, 
Utter the language of the heart. 


She does not tell him to be true 
Save with deep eyes of tenderest blue. 


That radiant, silent, sweet appeal 
All hope, all trust, all love reveal. 


He does not tell her to be brave 
But with his gray eyes valiant, grave. 


No promise made by him or her; 
For in that look their hearts confer. 


And he shall know, ’neath alien skies, 
The still embrace of those calm eyes; 


And she, through lonely days and long, 
Shall feel him like a shelter strong. 


The heralds of the heart have spoken 
A pledge that never shall be broken. 
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COMRADES 


The blue and rosy light from Parnell dies; 
Evening the valley stills; 

Silent and tender comes the holy night 
From dewy hills. 


The Tuscaroras tall are fading fast; 
The valley’s shadow-crossed. 

The world I knew is vanished into shade 
With her I lost. 


Down from the dewy and darkening hills 
The night has come tome; 

But neither light nor day comes to that land 
Where lieth she. 


My dark is full of dews and very fair; 
Radiance comes soon; 

Mournful but beautiful into the night 
Rises the moon. 


When her pale reign is past, and stars are set, 
When night is done,— 

Dawn’s fragrant light is mine, and bird-songs 
sweet, 

And the great sun. 


| Sore re 
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My night is very fair; my day is blithe 

With sunlight, roses, swallows: 

Her night no moon or star nor night-wind 
brings; 

And no dawn follows. 


But we are comrades still. A grief we 
share: 

She lost life’s radiant light; 

And I, in losing her, must evermore 

Share her long night. 
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ONCE IN THE MOUNTAINS 


Once in the mountains, thrilling a fragrant 
glade ; 
With silver music, laughed a crystal brook: 
Its high-born home in beauty it forsook; 
Immaculate at heart, through sun and shade, 
The ancient country young again it made. 
From lonely pine and hill-hung star it took 
In the stiller pools clear images. Its look 
Was lyric, as of things that cannot fade. 


But then it grew a stream, and then a river,— 

With flow profound. Yet the deeper, darker 
tide 

Had lost its laurel-loveliness forever; 

A sombre heart homed in its bosom wide. 

b ie Ah, long ago, far childhood’s hills among, 

; We, too, were joyous, beautiful, and young. 
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THE MIGHTIER WORD 


My heart had need of helping 

Its faith to fortify; 

For of this thought a dirge it wrought, 
“The child of dust shall die.” 


High hills gave me this answer, 
Deep rivers this reply,— 

By forests old my heart was told, 
“A child of dust must die.” 


But a song sustains the mountains, 

A hymn upholds the sky,— 

A mightier word my heart has heard,— 
“Only the dust shall die.” 


O precious was the promise 

That comforted my cry! 

The message sweet I shall repeat,— 
“Only the dust shall die.” 


The driven dust shall perish, 

To the twelve winds shall fly; 

But hearts are more, and shall endure; 
Our dust alone shall die. 
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THE INLAND TIDE 


Like a grave seatide, inland drawn afar, 

Is our existence: out of cosmic sleep 

Awakening, we forsake the epic deep; 

And under pendent moon and trembling star 

Enter life’s river-mouth... Like a stranger 
goes 

The tide, past bowers of jasmine and of rose, 

An alien always; conscious evermore 

Of kindred with the deep, the distant shore. 


Then down the reaches of the deepening river 

Like the ebb we glide, with mightier move- 
ments flowing,— 

A part of power whose kingdom is forever: 

Austerely summoned to the ancient bourne, 

From life withdrawing, what have we to 
mourn 

Whose hearts, long exiled, home at last are 
going? 
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NOCTURNE 


My heart sets with the sun. But, oh, full 
soon 
It rises with the glory of the moon. 


Now all the valley in a lilac light 
Lies dreaming in quiescent dim delight. 


Charmed by the valley’s thoughtful peace 
profound, 
The blue hills seem to gather closer round. 


All fragrance shy is fainting to the moon; 
Delicious dreams toward her broad beauty 
swoon. 


Now every bourne in this fair evenfall 
Is to immortal magic marginal. 


Whence toward the vale has stepped a 
wooded hill, 
Comes the lost cry of the lost whippoorwill. 


The moon is maiden in mysterious light, 
A virgin glimmering in dewy night. 


How close and tender is her sweet caress! 
How intimate becomes her loveliness! 


With love’s own wistful and almighty beams, 
Building again the Eden of our dreams! 
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CALLIOPE 


Apparelled in silver of starlight, 

My spirit she haunts and waylays; 

She fades on the fields as a far light; 
Her beauty the sunset arrays. 


From the white wave her welcome is 
gleaming; 

Her farewell is flashed in the foam: 

With the storm in mad _ beauty she’s 
streaming ; 

The setting wild sea-moon’s her home. 
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THE REAL MYSTERY 


Her mystery makes orchids seem 

Common as daisy-flocks that teem 

The obvious sunny meadow through,— 

Eclipsing all I ever knew 

Of beauty and of glamour’s dream,— 
Her mystery. 


The bloom of wonder in the beam 

Of moonlight on the secret stream, 

The magic of the rose in dew, 

The marvel of the sky’s far blue,— 

They yield to sorcery supreme— 
Her mystery. 


That fearie charm,—how can a ream 
Of words express her spirit’s gleam? 
Yet the enchantment that is she 
Miraculously cares forme.... 
This of all wonders I must deem 

The mystery. 
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A SANTEE SUNRISE 


Sweet to the Santee fields 

The lovely morning is come; 

And in the Santee woods 

The light, on awakening trees, 
Hallows the fragrant scene. 

Those, the pines, that arise 

Purple and misty and grand, 

That all through the darkness have sung, 
To soundings of cymbals and horns, 
By triumphs of trumpets and tongues, 
The hymns of the human heart,— 
They are illumined with light, 

And sing to the rising sun. 

Far on the river, the tide 

Sleeps, and the winds are at rest. 
Soft from the shadowy south, 

Still dim in the twilight of dawn, 

The roll of the surf-line is heard. 

Here where the jasmine flowers, 
Tossing her fountains of bloom; 

Here where the mockingbird sings, 
And the bullgrape blossoms; and here 
Where love is born and abides ; 
Where those who loved me have lived, 
And those who love me shall die ;— 
There would I be till the Night 
Engulfs me. And if I am borne, 
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Delivered from dark by a dawn, 
Home to as lovely a land, 
Home to the hearts that I love, 
Verily, death shall be well. 
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A SANTEE MOONRISE 


Gloom, and the glamour of night, 

The purple, imperial night, 

The black and powerful night! 
Hushed are the fields and the woods, 
And the river’s song is of rest. 

God, what a moment divine, 
Expectant of heavenly things! 

And now with a silence that swoons 

In the arms of ineffable love, 

The empress-queen of the air, . 
The goddess divine of the dark, 
Arrives to a worshipping world. 
Behold what in beauty is wrought 
By the touch of the lovely light, 

By the mystical wand of the moon. 
The bush and the briar and clod, 
By daylight obscure and unknown, 
Unlovely and heartless,—lo, now, 
In virginal marble are wrought, 
Are statued in lily-white stone! 

The earth is transfigured; the moon 
Has builded the world in a dream 
Of silver and silence and soul. 


Bosomed in yonder grove 
Of live-oaks majestic and old, 
Still stands the house that I love. 
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And the moonlight is streaming down 

In splendors that soften the lines 

Of time and of sorrow and care. 

Old House, old House that I love, 

Old Human Heart, thou hast heard 

In the far dead night of the Past, 

Where the moonlight of memory gleams, 
The voices now stilled to the world, 

The songs that are hushed and forgot. 
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THE CROSS 


Dark shadow of a shameful death, 
Symbol of terror and disgrace 

Among the ancients of the earth! 

How oft on thee was bleakly reared 
The passion of a hopeless face, 

Fell Cross of anguish, grim and feared. 


But love hath made thee pure and fair; 
Strong men from thee receive their might; 
To thee our children come in prayer; 

In thee we seek and find our best; 

Within thy shadow is our light; 

Upon thy bosom is our rest. 
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RIVALS 


“So the jade all your hopes has been jilting? 
Inconstant! But I will be true: 

My dark rose of love, never wilting, 

Is dewy forever for you. 


“Her blue wild bright orbs flash the number 
Of changes of heart that she knows; 

My eyes are of night and of slumber; 

My love, of immortal repose. 


“For your vigor this Amazon clamors; 
Her calls on your strength never cease: 
Do you weary of passionate glamours? 
The passion I give your is peace. 


“Your grief on my bosom to smother 
My breasts make a vale full of sleep; 
Like me you shall not find another 
Whose heart is so mystic and deep. 


“For others she’s busy adorning 

Her beauty... But faithful I’ll prove. 
To live is to suffer her scorning; 

To die is to clasp me in love.” 
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TO ANY MAN—OR WOMAN 


God sleeps in the stone, 
And He dreams in the tree; 
He stirs in the brute, 

And He wakens in thee. 
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THE HIGH MOTHER 


Ere I had learned to stray, she took my hand, 

And led me where the shy wildflowers blow; 

To misty glens where warbling waters flow; 

And many an elfin scene and wild we 
scanned ; 

My future as her chosen child she planned, 

Telling my heart sorrows that it must know, 

What hopes pursue, what joys it must fore- 
£0; 

And mysteries she made me understand. 


She left me long ago; and yet it seems 

As Beauty she returns, and noble feeling, 

With starlight through the dead vast dark- 
ness stealing; 

Moving as music through my _ deepest 
dreams .. 

More than all earthly love she is to me 

The spirit of my immortality. 
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THE GREAT KINSHIP 


My God is to me 

As the sun to the tree,— 

To the leaf as the root; 

As the player to the lute 
(Else the music were mute) ; 
As the rain to the flower; 
To weakness as power ; 

As the air to the bird; 

As the sower to the seed; 
When the storm would o’erwhelm, 
As the hand to the helm; 
As the source to the stream ; 
As the heart to its dream; 
To the plant as the soil; 
And the rest is to toil; 

As the word to the wire; 
As the kindler to fire; 

As peace is to strife, 

And as love is to life,— 

To the ship as the sea: 

To time as eternity 

God is to me. 
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TRIUMPH 


Where through the meadow-mist, 


Stealing on silver feet, 

A lithe brook’s running fleet,— 
There a fair wildrose gave 

Her image to a wave. 


Swift through its moorland wild 
Hurried the wave away: 

Died the bloom of a day. 

Yet their love seems to live, 
Fleeting and fugitive. 


Heart, O that you may say 
Ere to death’s gulf you go, 
“Though it was long ago, 
Let this life’s glory be: 
Beauty once leaned to me.”’ 
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THEN AND NOW 


Beauty of earth to me 
She used to be,— 
Darkening the rose and the sun, 


And the stars every one. 


All loveliness 

My heart could capture and might safely 
keep 

She could express: 

The breath of the soul’s wing, 

Sweet virtuous passion of the virgin spring, 

Love, rapture, beauty, glimmering innocent 
sleep. 


And now she is away. 

Yet she makes fair my day, 

And beautiful my night: 

Immaculately an hour 

Trembling in the windflower ; 

The thought of her in darkness brings me 
light. 

She comes and goes 

With rainbow and with rose; 

In the sad moonlight streaming, 

And in the wild star gleaming. 

Beauty she was to me 

In her mortality: 

But now, and ever to be, 

Beauty is she. 
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THE LAST NIGHT 


Her western windows front the seas; 
Below them sigh the cedar trees; 
And the sweet myrtles gather there 
The Coast’s mysterious silences. 


The house is still; no voice is heard, 

No silent song of love, no word 

Echoes for her in all the world, 

Save the low wind that waked and stirred. 


Her eyes the Southern coast-line seek: 

She hears the mist to the marshes speak, 
The wind to the water whispering 

Far down the long and glimmering creek. 


She sees a shadowy spirit-sail; 

Her brow is feverish and pale; 

The wind has turned the misty tide ;— 
No wind or tide will now avail. 


From that strange western casement shone 
Sweet eyes at evening—they are gone 
Forever, for when night is past, 

I shall be here in the dark alone. 
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EL ELMA PERDIDA 


(“In the forests of the Amazon there is a warbler 
known by the natives as ‘El Elma Perdida’, the little 
lost child. There is a legend that a child wandered 
away into the forest, and that its grieving cry can 
still be heard in the sweet minor notes of this tiny 
bird.”—Traveler’s note.) 

E] Elma Perdida, the little lost child, 

Is a warbler where forests are silent and 
es ,. 

And legend has told us that, in the years 
gone, 

A little child wandered away all alone 

From the home of its parents that nestling 
stood { 

By a stream on the brink of an ominous 
wood. 


Afar in the forest they searched, and they 
strove 

By all ways in their knowing to reach their 
lost love. 

But silences baffled them, till the great star 

Of evening shone whitely through tree-tops 
afar. 

Then heard they a voice through the distance 
allure; 

And that ’twas their lost one’s their hearts 
made them sure. 

O tenderly through the dim twilight it wailed, 
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Lost, loving, imploring the little voice called; 

But farther retreating, and merging at last 

With music in silence, far-stretching and 
vast ; 

As if a soft melody played on a lea 

Should merge with an anthem rolled in by 
the sea,— 

So this voice and the voice of the forest were 
one. 

But true love despairs not.. And when the 
great sun, 

On the stream that flowed by their bright 
desolate home, 

Had kindled the willows and reddened the 
foam, 

They came to their little one, safely asleep ; 

For the arms of the Forest, so motherlike, 
deep, 

Had bosomed the babe in an innocent rest, 

El Elma Perdida, asleep at the breast. 


But never that warbler’s voice can be heard 

But the listener says: “Ah, it is not a bird; 

Tis El Elma Perdida, the little lost child, 

Still wandering off through the wilderness 
wild; 

Fl Elma Perdida, the beautiful one, 

The joy that is vanished, the love that is 


gone; 
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El] Elma Perdida, from each life you roam: 


You leave every heart, and you leave every 
home.” 
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HER FLOWER 


“O what is love,—who knows? who knows?” 
“°Tis the first lily, and the last rose.” 


“O how arrives it, and how goes?” 
“Like the first lily, like the last rose.” 


“Whence rises it, and whither flows?” 
“From the first lily and the last rose.” 


“When will it dawn? When will it close?” 
“With the last lily, with the last rose.” 


“But my love shall not be like those— 
Like the first lily and the last rose: 


Mine is a love that shall not close,— 
Eternal lily, immortal rose.” 
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REUNION 


On a shore remote and fair 

Gleam those well beloved forms 
In the glory spirits wear; 
Beautiful beside the sea, 

From all care and sorrow free 

As that shore is free from storms. 


O to join that radiant band,— 
That were joy no tongue could tell! 
O that I with them might stand, 
Free at last from mortal chains, 
From life’s fevers and its stains, 
With the hearts that love me well. 


Ah, to meet them I am fain; 

And the marvel yet may be: 

I shall know them once again; 
They shall meet me as of yore 
On that far and shining shore, 
By that blue celestial sea. 
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THE ANSWERING LAUREL 


In that forest I see only 

One tall laurel standing lonely,— 
Proffering in the misty even 
Blossoms to the bending heaven.... 
—QOnce, O lost One, from that tree 
Gathered I white blooms for thee. 
Where art thou? Our laurel high 
Lifts love’s tokens toward the sky. 
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THE LAST TRIUMPH 


Ontario, Ontario, I fear me for thy child; 


For Man his mighty hand has laid upon her | 


tresses wild. 

She wrestled him with foaming thews to stay 
his raping shock; 

But like Andromeda she’s chained fast to a 
somber rock.. 

He made her wed obscurely a chimera in a 
cave: 

A dynamo, an octopus her beauty bright he 
gave. : 

She who was fit to mate the skies, the 
thunder, and the sun,— 

To immemorial freedom born, to bondage has 
been won! 

Niagara, Niagara, proud princess of the air, 

Is now the pliant mistress of a monster in a 
lair. 


And thou, deep vault of heaven far, the sap- 
phire throne of God, 

The mind of Man toward thee has turned a 
comprehending nod: 

He mounts the storm; he climbs the clouds; 
the dizzy void he gains, 

To jest among the rainbows and to romp 
through radiant rains. 
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He steals a kiss from sleeping Dawn. Be- 
yond the sunset bars 

He holds a tryst with Hesper in the country 
of the stars ;— 

Serene along the thunder rides; he startles 
systems old; 

He’ll rob the moon of silver, and the sunrise 
of its gold; 

Among the Pleiades he plays, and on the 
sky’s blue sward,— _ - 

Makes Hell’s last gulf his highway, and the 
stars his boulevard. 


Columbus in his caravels the great seas’ 
measure took ; 

But what to him was ocean broad is but the 
brawling brook 

Between the Jersey meadows and Tintagil’s 
ruin fair... 

O masterly, O arrogant, imperious to declare 

Your steep ascendency, O Man! Inexorably 
brave, 

Launching your metal mountains on the wild 
and wandering wave; 

Upon that heaving bosom whence Astarte 
once arose, 

Your behemoths you negligently, valiantly 
impose ; 

While to that green dim netherland beneath 
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the lonely foam 


Intrepidly, audaciously, commandingly you 
come! 


O ancient Nile! O magic Nile! O mystic 
river old! 

The mind of Man is bidding thee gray secrets 
to unfold: 

The sepulchres of Nilish kings that moun- 
tains stood upon 

Are rushed to garish light at last beneath 
an alien sun; 

For all that Man has buried deep, and all that 
God concealed, 

Shall by a man be hunted down, and to the 
world revealed. 

With canopy and blazonry and glittering sad 
array 

Forth from their tombs the Pharoahs march 
into satiric day: 

Obscured by silent centuries, asleep, they 
now awake; 

And the Sphynx begins to tremble, and the 
Pyramids to quake. 


Whose voice is on the vibrant air,—celestial 
casual talk,— 

Now Auckland chats with Albany, Calcutta 
with New York? 
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Who through the dead Sahara leads the 
living sea afar, 

Till down the desert commerce rides to dim 
Arabia? 

Who brings in tropic Panama the Jungle 
to his knees,— 

Divorcing mighty continents, and wedding 
mighty seas? 

Invader of the inviolate, reducer of the 
strong, 

Diviner of dread mysteries, singing his tri- 
umph song, 

The Tyrant comes! Cliffs crumble, and the 
outflanked forest reels; 

The tempest takes the tether, and to tacit 
labor yields. 


In long array, in solemn ranks, in splendor 
trooping dumb, 

Behold gigantic gallant powers, the quelled 
and conquered come; 

Behold subjected oceans vast and vanquished 
lordly tides, 

Tamed lightnings led submissive home like 
captive haughty brides; 

Resplendent rivers shackled fast in bonds 
none shall release; 

Tall cataracts that signed a truce, proud hills 
that sued for peace. 
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The bridles round their heads are bound; 
they quiver ’neath the reins; 

All nature in barbaric pomp, close-leashed 
and brought in chains... 

The mountains march to music, and the sea 
in harness bright; 

And even Death’s beleaguered in his hold in 
ancient Night. 

But O brave binder of the winds, brusque 
beckoner to the sun,— 

In every close encounter drear, remorseless 
champion! 

Thou hast unhorsed the hurricane and solved 
the chasmed skies, 

Surmounting and prevailing and victorious 
and wise; 

Discoverer of God’s designs, relentless, unap- 
palled, 

Tremendous Tamer of the world,—one giant 
goes unthralled: 

Dear Gladiator, grimly proved, by gorgeous 
conquests crowned, 

Forger of fetters for the earth,—behold, 
thyself art bound! 

Thy flaming, restless-ranging heart,—does 
it obey thy will? 

O conqueror of conquerors,—thy spirit canst 
thou still? 
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